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AfUTI MATTER 







IF THEY LIVED AND WROTE 
TODAY, WOULD YOU 
RECOGNIZE THEIR GENIUS? 
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FROM THE LOOK OF THINGS in Jack 
Daniel’s Hollow, spring has finally made it. 
Two of our employees are limbering up their 
throwing arms. Our dogwood, which gave us 
worry this year, have decided co bloom. 

And pure spring water (the kind 
for making jack Daniel’s) is 
rising in our limestone cave. 

We hope the signs are equally 
encouraging in your part of 
America. And that you’ll I 
welcome the new season 
with a sip of whiskey from 
the Tennessee hills. 




























































































































IN ETERNITY 































































t schnapps from Germany. 100 proof. Enjoy i 
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